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/Hmy pard, 

TpHE SHERIFF and his possemen were de¬ 
ployed in a semi-circle on the high rocky 
ground iooking down toward the old stone 
barn beside the river. Blazing guns made a 
noise like a string of firecrackers going off 
on the Fourth of July. Bullets whined as they 
ricocheted off the stone walls of the barn. 
Flashes of pistol fire came from the old barn 
windows and slugs bounced off the boulders 
behind which the lawmen had taken shelter. 

The racket lasted for perhaps five minutes 
and then Sheriff Jake Zanger ordered, “Hold 
your fire, boys. That building’s like a fort. If 
we want ’em we’ll have to go in and get ’em!” 

No doubt the notorious Briggs brothers had 
realized the fort-like qualities of the square 
building when they chose it to make their 
stand. Stone had been more plentiful than 
timber in that part of the valley and the bam 
had been built many years before with solid 
walls two feet thick. No doubt the place had 
served also as a shelter against Indian raids 
in that earlier day. 

Inside, the four Briggs brothers alertly 
guarded the four walls. Ruff Briggs, oldest 
of the desperadoes and their leader, chuckled 
when the lawmen ceased firing. “Save your 
lead, boys. The tin badge boys are giving up!” 

“They still got us surrounded and trapped 
like rats,” grumbled Kid Briggs, youngest of 
the four. 

“Sure, but they can’t come after us. Not if 
we keep our eyes peeled.” 

“Well, we can’t stay in here forever. No 
food, no water. What do we do when we get 
hungry or thirsty?” 

“Kid, sometimes I think you’re not very 
bright,” retorted Ruff. “Nobody said anything 
about staying here forever. Comes nightfall, 
we all slide out of the window into the river. 
We swim under water and then slide into the 


woods on yonder bank. The lawmen can’t stop 

Sheriff Jake Zanger, too, was aware that 
nightfall would increase the chances of the 
bandits to escape. “We’ve got to get ’em before 
dark and that’s a fact!” he declared. 

“But how?” asked one of the deputies. “It’d 
be suicide for any one of us to try to run up 
there and get inside that bam. There’s no cover 
at all. They’d pick us off like ducks!” 

“I know that,” said the sheriff. “But there’s 
an old trick the Indians used to use against 
block houses, and it ought to work here. We’ll 
make a bow and arrow. Then we’ll tie some 
rags around the arrow and soak them in lantern 
oil. A flaming arrow landing on that shingle 
roof ought to start a real good fire in a hurry!” 

“Please, Sheriff! Not that!” exclaimed Sam 
Wellington, who owned the old bam. 

Sheriff Zanger turned to the owner and said, 
“Well, Sam, I sure hate to burn down your 
bam. But those hombres are killers and if we 
don’t get them, they’re sure to murder a lot 
more folks. Besides, a fire won’t hurt those 
stone walls any, and all us folks will pitch in 
afterward and help you build new stalls and 
a new roof. We’ll fix her up better than ever.” 

“Blast it, Sheriff, I don’t give a hoot about 
the bam!” exclaimed Sam Wellington. “I’d 
sacrifice a heap more than that to catch those 
killers. But Black Dash is in that building. 
He’s a lot more than just a horse to me, Jake. 
He’s been my real pard all these years. I don’t 
want good old Black Dash to get burned up.” 

Sheriff Zanger frowned thoughtfully. “I un¬ 
derstand your feelings, Sam. I sure wouldn’t 
want to hurt that horse. But likely he wouldn’t 
get hurt. When the roof catches fire and those 
Briggs brothers come piling out, likely he’ll 
come piling right out with ’em.” 

(Continued on inside back cover) 
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(Please print your name clearly in pencil) 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
CREENWICH, CONN. 

YES. send me LASH LaRUE WESTERN 

every month. 

! am enclosing $ . in full payment. 

Name. ; . 

Address . . . . . 

City.Zone.... State. 
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YOUR FRIENDS 
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SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
CREENWICH, CONN. 

YES. send LASH LaRUE WESTERN every 
month to the names below, as my gift. 

Address ... ..'SB 

City...Zone ... State. 

% □ 12 issues □ 24 issues □ 36 issues 
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□ 12 Issues for $1.20 

□ 24 Issues for $2.25 

□ 36 Issues for $3.00 
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Name. . . i-T-Si 
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City...Zone.... State. 
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My Pard, My Horse 
(Continued from inside front cover) 

“Not likely at all,” retorted Sam, glumly. 
“You know how horses panic in a fire-^-even 
the best horses. They run right for their stall 
because they think that’s a safe place.” 

“Reckon you’re right at that,” said the 
sheriff, stroking his chin. “But by Thunder 
we’ve got to get those killers, horse or no 
horse, and I aim to fire that barn unless you’ve 
got a better plan.” 

Sam’s eyes wandered to a barrel standing by 
the toolshed near his house. On the barrel was 
printed in big red letters, “Danger Gun¬ 
powder.” 

“Hang it,” he said, “I’d rather blow old 
Black Dash up than burn him up. At least, 
that way he wouldn’t suffer any and . . .” 

He paused, snapped his fingers and ex¬ 
claimed, “That’s it, Jake! That’s the idea!” 

Sam whispered excitedly while the lawman 
listened, frowning. “I dunno,” said the sheriff. 
“It’s mighty risky.” 

“You’ve got to do it, Jake,” Sam pleaded. 
“It’s the only way!” 

Inside the barn, Kid Briggs cried out in 
alarm, “Hey, Ruff. Look what they’re doing 
up there. They’re aiming to blow us to king- 

“What?” exclaimed Ruff, cautiously ap¬ 
proaching the window. 

Peering cautiously he looked up the grade 
and saw the sheriff and his deputies rolling a 
wagon slowly. On the wagon was a big barrel 
labeled, “Danger Gunpowder.” 

“Let’s gun ’em down!” cried the Kid ex- 

“Hold your fire,” growled Ruff. “They’re out 
of pistol range.” 

“Let’s give up, then!” exclaimed one of the 
other brothers. “I don’t want to get blown to 


“Shut up,” snarled Ruff. “That’s better than 
hangin’. Besides, we won’t get blown up if we 
all act sharp. Now listen, carefully! 

“You can see what they’re aiming to do. 
They’ll shove that wagon off at the top of the 
hill and aim it for the barn doors. They expect 
maybe it’ll crash plumb through the doors or 
at least, when it blows up, it won’t be against 

“Now you notice, they got a long fuse on 
that powder. Much too long for their plan. So 
we unlatch the doors. When that wagon’s just 
about due to hit, we swing the doors open, let 
the wagon come in. Then I’ll nip that fuse 
before the spark has a chance to get at that 
powder. It’ll work out fine if we all keep our 

He watched silently for a moment. Then he 
said, “They’ve lit the fuse. They’re shoving 
off. Here she comes—be ready!” 

The wagon ground down the incline, carry¬ 
ing the big barrel with its sputtering fuse. 
At the last split second, the desperate Briggs 
brothers swung open the b’arn doors, timing 
the move perfectly as if it had been rehearsed. 
Ruff Briggs leaped on the wagon and snuffed 
out the fuse as he had planned. 

But there was an explosive blast, neverthe¬ 
less, followed by three others. Four surprised 
Briggs brothers howled in pain, dropping their 
guns as they clutched at wounded arms and 
shoulders. 

£^AM WELLINGTON had popped up from 
the empty gunpowder barrel with both 
guns blazing. He had taken the killers so com¬ 
pletely by surprise that none of the brothers 
fired a shot. 

“Come and get ’em, Sheriff!” cried Sam. 
“I’ve got a little other business to ’tend to in 
here. I’ve got to get in the stall and tell Black 
Dash that everything’s going to be all right!” 


THE END 


HI FELLAS! 





